LAW   AND   PHYSIC

inventing stories which he sells to a publisher. Sir
Richard Quain used to be a frequent visitor, up to the
time of his last illness, at the house of my friend Fletcher
Moulton, and whenever he appeared his coming always
gladdened the drawing-room and the dining-room. It
was not merely that no one could have withstood his
marvellous humour, his delightful stories, his odd re-
partees, and his bewildering paradoxes; but there was
the sunny freshness of what seemed an everlasting
youth about him, and, despite thinning hairs and grow-
ing wrinkles, it did not seem that his years any more
than his accent had changed since first he left his native
banks of Black "Water.

Quain loved Society as much as Society loved him,
and that is saying a great deal. He was a welcome
guest at all the houses of all the highest personages in
the land, to use the formal newspaper phrase, and I
know that he brought good cheer into the homes of his
poorest patients. If only Goldsmith or Sterne could
have lived to write a comedy for him, with Quain him-
self, just as he .was, for its principal character, and if
Quain himself could only have gone upon the stage and
played the part with his own accent and his own manner,
what a fame that comedy and that actor would have
made! Still it may be fairly argued that Quain won
fame enough, and did good enough in the part which
the kindly fates assigned to him, and he did not live in
the time of Sterne or Goldsmith; and, in any case, he
would probably have ceased to be himself, and lost all
the best of his Irish accent, the moment he ventured to
appear upon the boards. So we may well be content
that he was what he was and nothing else. Up to the
last it was a wonderful sight to see him run up a high
flight of stairs* No man is old, whatever his years, who
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